FROM  THE  PPEMS  OF 

BEATRICE  FENNEfit 


COMPOSER    »    »    »  POET 


Beatrice  Fenner's  talent  for  composition  be- 
came apparent  when,  at  an  early  age,  she  would 
improvise  on  the  piano  for  hours  at  a  time.  When 
she  was  eleven,  piano  lessons  were  undertaken, 
and  a  few  years  later  when  the  urge  to  compose 
had  become  too  strong  to  be  longer  ignored, 
the  study  of  harmony  and  theory  was  welcomed 
and  put  to  immediate  use,  as  in  little  more  than 
a  year  she  wrote  her  first  song,  THE  LITTLE 
BOAT  OF  SLEEP. 

Through  the  medium  of  radio  and  club  pro- 
grams her  songs  which  were  following  the  first  in 
rapid  succession  were  heard  and  praised  by  lead- 
ing Los  Angeles  musicians  and  critics  one  of 
whom,  in  his  enthusiasm  for  her  work,  arranged 
for  her  to  meet  Madam  Amelita  Salli-Curci, 
world  famous  coloratura  soprano.  So  taken  with 
the  songs  was  the  diva  that  she  advised  the 
young  composer  to  go  to  New  York  where,  it 
was  felt,  she  could  more  adequately  further  her 
studies.  Accordingly  she  went  East  the  following 
year,  winning  a  Juilliard  scholarship  which  en- 
titled her  to  study  composition  under  Rubin 
Goldmark. 


WHAT  MUSICIANS  AND  CRITICS  HAVE 
SAID  OF  BEATRICE  FENNER 


BRUNO  USSHER— in  Saturday  Night:  In 
Beatrice  Fenner  burns  the  "divine  spark"  which 
is  the  criterion  of  genius.  It  shines  grail-like 
through  her  music  as  through  her  verse  writing, 
poems  in  free  form. 

HOMER  SAMUELS  (husband  of  Galli-Curci) 
- — quoted  by  Bruno  Ussher  in  above-mentioned 
article:  "So  essentially  individual  ...  I  dislike 
using  that  word,  but  these  are  wonderful  songs, 
so  original  in  expression  .  .  .  what  lovely  form  and 
significant  development  of  the  melodic  material 
.  .  .  Many  a  composer  has  a  good  theme  but  he 
can  do  little  with  it.  Here  it  seems  to  have  grown 
organically  .  .  .  what  unity  in  each  song  .  .  .  well- 
placed  climaxes  that  grow  naturally  .  .  .  really 
superb  and  apparently  a  good  sense  of  discrimi- 
nation." 

HOMER  SAMUELS— in  a  letter  to  Miss 
Fenner's  mother:  ...  I  showed  the  songs  to  Mr. 
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H.  T.  Burleigh  ...  He  was  delighted  with  theT 
He  was  particularly  fond  of  LEANING  OVSl 
THE  SKY  and  said  he  thought  there  was  no  one 
in  America  who  could  duplicate  that. 

CLAIRE  DUX— in  a  letter  to  Miss  Fenner:  Yj 
will  go  on  beautifully  I  know,  and  I  hope  that  ! 
singers  soon  will  sing  your  songs. 

GALLI-CURCI — in  Pacific  Coast  Musician: 
really  think  I  have  discovered  a  genius  .  .  . 
Beatrice  Fenner  is  her  name  and  I  chose  one 
her  songs,  THE  GARDEN  WIND,  for  my  fir 
Sydney  concert.    She  is  really  very  clever  ant 
has  a  well-trained  mind  outside  of  music,  writing 
her  own  words  as  well  as  composing.  I  have  taken 
a  great  interest  in  her  and  am  sending  her  to 
New  York  for  further  study  in  composition  and 
harmony  as  I  am  convinced  that  she  possesses 
uncommon  talent." 

GALLI-CURCI— in  Honolulu  Advertiser:  "She 
has  genius  and  will  do  the  biggest  things  in  songs 
that  America  has  so  far  produced." 
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foreword 


If  is  with  great  humility  that  I  have  ac- 
cepted the  request  to  write  a  foreword  to 
this  book  of  some  of  the  charming  poems 
by  Beatrice  Fenner. 

Through  the  years  I  have  known  her,  I 
have  always  been  impressed  with  her  pov/er 
and  originality  in  creative  writing — both  in 
literature  and  in  music.  Her  feeling  for  the 
loveliness  of  words  has  ever  been  outstand- 
ing in  everything  she  has  done.  One  feels 
the  shimmer  of  the  moonlight — the  sensitive 
sympathy  with  and  understanding  of  the 
child  mind — the  Tagore-like  quality  of  her 
exquisite  little  poems.  They  will  find  their 
way  into  many  hearts,  enriching  the  lives 
of  those  whom  they  touch  with  the  ever- 
lasting fire  of  great  genius. 


Hollywood, 
January  Sixteenth, 
1937. 


Mae  Pryce  Brooks. 


Csxplanalory  cHote 


In  selecting  the  poems  for  this  little  book, 
we  have  chosen  those  which  we  felt  to  be 
most  inspirational,  and  which,  because  of 
the  circumstances  under  which  they  were 
written,  are  closest  to  our  heart. 

Nearly  half  of  them  either  depict  an 
actual  situation  or  occurrence,  or  are  writ- 
ten of  and  to  certain  of  our  friends;  but 
let  it  be  clearly  understood  that  it  was  to 
the  perfect  friend  dwelling  within  them  that 
we  wrote,  their  various  personalities  merely 
coloring  the  same  image,  now  lighting,  now 
shadowing  the  face  of  Eternal  Friendship. 

And  to  this  Eternal  Friendship — answer 
to  man's  need  for  understanding — let  this 
little  book  be  dedicated,  in  deepest  rever- 
ence and  devotion. 


Beatrice  Fenner. 


I 


I  stand  on  the  edge  of  a  dusky  country 

Where  shadowy  men  and  women  pass, 

Not  to  and  fro, 

But  all  in  the  same  direction. 

I  wonder  where  they  are  going. 

Perhaps  they  themselves  do  not  know. 

Their  heads  are  bent  and  they  look  weary, 

But  they  do  not  stop  to  turn, 

For  they  must  hurry  on  before  darkness  falls. 

Perhaps  this  is  only  a  dream  I  had  of  life; 
But  why  am  I  not  one  of  these  shadowy  forms? 
Why  am  I  the  only  still  thing  in  this  dusky  country? 


II 


Over  my  outstretched  arms  fell  a  blue  veil. 

It  trembled  as  the  wind  caught  it, 

Yet  clung  to  my  fingers  like  light. 

How  I  wanted  to  bend  and  kiss  it 

As  the  wind  kisses  a  moon-filled  flower, 

But  as  I  leaned  gently  toward  it, 

It  fell  away  into  the  night, 

For  it  was  only  a  veil  of  blue  laughter  .  .  . 


Ill 


There  is  a  dream  I  know 

That  can  never  cloud  my  sleep; 

There  is  a  wind  I  hear 

That  can  never  whisper  me  the  reason  of  laughter; 

And  there  is  a  moon  I  see 

That  can  never  hang  in  my  garden. 

There  is  a  great  love  I  feel  too 

That  can  never  lift  its  arms, 

For  there  is  a  tree  outside  my  window 

Waiting  for  me  to  sing  songs  through  its  leaves  .  .  . 


IV 


I  love  cloudy  days 

For  they  bring  me  thoughts  of  a  shore 
With  white  sand  like  snow, 
And  a  sea  bluer  than  the  other  side  of  the  sky. 
They  bring  me  thoughts  of  a  green  hill 
Where  I  stand  like  a  tree  swaying  in  the  wind. 

/  love  cloudy  days 

For  they  bring  me  strange  thoughts. 


V 


My  arms  are  filled  with  dreams 
Like  the  softness  out  of  a  cloud. 

How  I  should  love  to  sink  away  into  this  strange  softness, 
But  Dusk  left  me  to  hold  them  until  Night  could  come 
And  hide  them  back  of  a  star, 
So  I  can  only  wonder  at  their  loveliness  .  .  . 


VI 


"You  must  not  wound  a  rose."  they  said. 
I  heard  them,  but  how  far  away, 
For  I  was  wrapped  in  a  dusky  dream. 

The  shadowy  shapes  of  things  .  .  . 
The  soft  murmur  of  water  .  .  . 
Endless  rest  .  .  . 

"You  must  not  wound  the  crimson  heart  of  a  rose." 
I  heard, 

But  I  was  lost  in  a  dusky  dream. 


VII 


Have  you  ever  known  flowers  that  seem  to  push  you 

away  with  their  sweetness? 
Have  you  ever  heard  music  so  lovely  that  you  dare 

not  breathe 
For  fear  of  tearing  the  veil? 
Have  you  ever  felt  love  that  fairly  hurts  you  to 

know  of  it — 
That  lifts  you  like  vibrating  wings, 
And  makes  your  heart  like  a  swift  bubbling  fountain? 


VIII 


Twisted  trees  may  have  rich  clear  sap, 
But  sometimes  after  it  has  burst  their  bark 
With  its  very  strength  and  quantity, 
The  wind  comes  and  freezes  it 
And  bears  it  away  on  cruel  wings. 
Then  the  trees  cry  softly, 

And  wish  that  they  were  straight  sapless  pines  . 


IX 


I  stood  with  the  freshness  of  rain  all  about  me, 
And  there  was  an  urge  in  my  heart  like  the  bigness 

of  mountains 
Or  the  vastness  of  the  sea, 
And  I  felt  love  trying  to  pour  itself  out 
Like  the  rain  .  .  . 


X 


I  was  making  music  on  the  harp  of  the  wind, 
But  I  had  to  stop  and  cry  to  the  moon 
For  it  was  getting  too  free  with  its  shine 
And  I  could  think  better  in  the  dark  .  .  . 


XI 


They  can  talk  of  stars  and  moons, 
Mountains  and  seas, 

And  I  can  only  fill  my  mind  with  coolness  like  a  garden ; 

But  0,  when  they  talk  of  you, 

I  can  pour  so  much  love  into  my  eyes  •  .  . 


XII 


I  was  leaning  over  a  bed  of  dying  embers 
Trying  to  stir  them  into  life  with  a  frail  stick. 
I  wanted  them  to  burn, 

For  I  could  not  go  on  my  way  without  a  light  of 

some  kind. 
I  had  been  trying  to  strike  them  into  flame 
For  so  many  dusks  back, 
But  they  only  glimmered  faintly 
And  I  was  so  afraid  they  would  die. 

Finally  I  despaired  and  walked  away, 

Leaving  the  stick, 

Groping  my  way  along 

Past  trees  and  over  plains, 

Until  at  last  I  grew  weary 

And  sank  down  by  the  way. 

Then  suddenly  a  great  glow  in  the  sky! 

And  I  thought  "Could  that  be  my  fire?" 

And  a  voice  in  my  heart  said  "Yes, 

Your  fire  is  burning  now 

Because  you  have  left  it  to  the  wind. 

You  were  watching  it  too  closely  ..." 


XIII 


Someone  was  cutting  roses  late  one  afternoon 
And  I  walked  up  and  said: 
"I  have  something  to  tell  you!" 
(Never  thinking  of  course  that  she'd  stop  for  me) 
But  she  turned,  the  roses  in  her  arms, 
And  listening  with  her  eyes, 
And  do  you  think  I  could  have  told  her  then? 
Why  no! 

For  I  was  so  surprised  that  anyone  would  stop  cut 

ting  roses  to  listen  to  me, 
That  I  had  forgotten  what  I  wanted  to  say. 
So  all  I  could  do  was  to  kiss  her, 
And  cry  a  few  little  tears  about  it, 
For  the  softness  of  it  all — 
The  love  I  mean — 

Hurt  me  more  than  if  she  hadn't  turned  at  all  .  . 


XIV 

V  • 

I  had  been  out  in  the  fields  all  day, 
Cutting  you  wild  flowers 
And  making  little  baskets  out  of  grass. 
The  birds  had  told  me  where  Spring  sleeps 
When  Winter  lives  in  his  whiteness, 
And  I  had  talked  with  the  trees. 


I  was  so  comfortably  tired  as  I  came  up  the 

garden  path, 
The  remembrance  of  the  flowers  I  had  picked 
Still  on  my  fingers; 

And  I  thought,  "How  I  wish  I  could  keep  it  all — 

Stay  a  little  longer  in  this  golden  dream — 

With  living  things  all  about  me 

And  love  in  my  heart, 

And  you,  waiting  just  around  the  corner 

To  sing  songs  to  me  in  the  dusk  ..." 


XV 


Night  found  that  her  doors  weren't  so  strong 
after  all 

When  Day  burst  in  on  the  world  .  .  . 


XVI 


Have  you  ever  looked  at  trees 

Through  the  soft  yellow  of  your  half -shut  eyes, 

And  have  you  ever  thought  seriously  about  the  odd 

little  shadows 
That  the  leaves  make  when  the  sun  comes  in  between? 
I  never  had  until  to-day, 
But  somehow,  as  I  walked  along 
Dreaming  in  soft  yellowness, 
The  procession  of  hurrying  little  shadows  turned 

into  my  mind, 
Making  a  kind  of  rhythmic  beat  which  I  cannot 

forget  .  .  . 


XVII 


I  burst  open  the  door  of  my  house, 
Shrieking  to  the  sun  to  hurry  and  come 
So  I  could  begin  unraveling  a  new  day  .  .  . 


XVIII 


I  am  looking  at  the  shadows  that  the  leaves  make 
When  the  sun  comes  in  between. 
I  am  wishing  I  might  have  a  house 
Made  of  this  dancing  shadowiness, 
But  to-day  will  go 

And  then  where  would  my  house  be? 


XIX 

When  the  dawn  comes  creeping  and  surprising  the  world 

I  tip-toe  out  into  the  garden  to  wake  the  roses. 

The  birds  look  out  of  their  downy  nests 

And  whisper  together  about  the  strange  white  figure 

That  goes  silently  down  the  path, 

Kissing  each  velvet  cheek  of  the  roses. 

0  dear  little  birds  at  dawn — 
Birds  with  soft  warm  feathers 

And  heads  filled  with  garden  responsibility — 

1  know  these  roses  are  yours. 

But  if  I  were  to  promise  to  be  ever  so  careful — 

To  kiss  them  ever  so  gently — 

Couldn't  you  lend  them  to  me 

For  this  one  hour  each  dawn, 

Just  because  I  have  no  roses  of  my  own? 


XX 


I  thought  Fd  make  a  new  kind  of  dream 
So  I  took  some  sun, 
Some  moon, 

And  a  very  little  pinch  of  tree-sarcasm, 
(For  trees  can  be  sarcastic,  you  know, 
Especially  when  their  leaves  are  gone): 
But  just  as  I  got  it  ready  to  dream 
It  all  feathered  up  and  blew  away  .  .  . 


XXI 

(J 


Riot  of  gardens — 
Warm  June  weather — 
Singing  and  laughter  and  work! 

All  this  from  an  open  window. 

Just  a  little  poem  to  start  my  morning. 


Mr  thoughts  rock  in  a  land  of  tivilight  rest. 

How  weary  is  my  soul! 

How  spent  of  tears  and  laughter. 

Falls  and  springs, 

Of  life  ... 

My  thoughts  swing  on  the  pendulum  of  time. 


XXIII 


Swing,  swing, 

Over  the  gulf  of  space. 

Night;  stars; 
Silenced  hum  of  life; 
Fixedness  of  purpose; 
Vast  love  .  .  . 

Rain,  rain, 

Over  the  film  of  sleep. 


XXIV 


There  are  many  kinds  of  warmth  I  know: 

Warmth  of  summer  sunshine  in  June  gardens; 

Warmth  of  industry  in  strong  young  arms; 

Warmth  of  laughter; 

Warmth  of  deep  color; 

Warmth  of  unwavering  purpose. 

But  greater  than  all  these  is  the  warmth  of  love. 


XXV 


Your  hands  speak  to  me: 

Of  things  dream-laden  and  aloof — 

Of  far-flung  cries  of  joy. 

They  tell  me  that  my  spirit,  floating  in  ecstasy* 
Is  seen,  and  understood. 

I  clasp  them  in  mine 
That  my  dream  might  last  the  longer; 
I  make  of  them  a  mantle  of  living  gold 
That  I  may  shroud  my  free  soul. 

But  suddenly  I  find  myself  empty-handed! 
You  have  long  since  gone! 

And  I  am  standing  upon  the  white  sands  of  Reality  . 


XXVI 


0  Night,  enfold  me! 

Wrap  about  me  your  mantle  of  deep  velvet 
That  I  may  lose  my  loneliness  in  you! 

0  Night,  gather  me  into  your  silence ! 

Cradle  me  in  your  infinity 

That  I  may  lose  my  fathomless  longing  in  you 


XXVII 


My  heart  leans  gently  toward  yours 
As  a  flower  leans  toward  the  wind, 
Listening  for  the  rhythm  of  your  song 
That  I  might  fashion  mine  to  blend  with 
In  perfect  harmony  .  .  . 


XXVIII  u 


Last  night  I  heard  you  tip-toe  to  my  gate 

And  fumble  with  its  lock. 

I  heard  your  petulant  words 

When  it  refused  to  yield  to  your  hand, 

Heard  you  stop  to  listen, 

Impatient  at  rny  silenced  joy  for  your  coming. 
Then  I  heard  you  laugh  and  run  away 
To  find  new  gates  to  open. 

Perhaps  if  you  had  stayed  a  little  longer 

You  might  have  heard  the  dropping  of  slow  tears 

Upon  the  petals  of  withered  dreams  .  .  . 


XXIX 


Let  them  not  tell  me  of  your  going 
Lest  I  forget  my  promise  and  follow. 
Let  them  not  tell  me  how  you  look 
Or  what  you  say  when  you  depart 
Lest  my  resolves  be  shattered 
And  I  come  to  seek  you  out. 

For  it  must  be  that,  within  the  stillness  of  some  night, 

As  I  lie  sleeping, 

You  shall  hear  the  call, 

And  rising,  you  shall  steal  forth 

Upon  the  stretching  sand 

To  meet  the  mystic  ship  from  the  mystic  sea; 

And  it  must  be  that,  in  the  breaking  dawn, 

I  shall  awake  to  find  you  gone, 

Knowing  that  you  are  already  far  away. 

So  let  them  not  tell  me  of  your  going — 

Of  the  time  or  place — 

Lest  my  heart  cry  out  in  agony, 

And  my  purpose  be  torn  asunder  by  my  longing  .  .  . 


XXX 


I  yearn  gently  toward  you 

As  the  sea  yearns  toward  the  moon, 

But  as  you  pass  by  me 

I  neither  lift  my  hand  to  caress  you 

Nor  do  I  speak  to  you  one  word  of  tenderness; 

For  it  must  be  that,  departing,  you  must  never  know — 

Never  dream — 

Of  the  slow  longing  of  my  love  .  .  . 


XXXI 


It  was  the  twilight  hour 

And  within  the  castle's  darkening  hall 

You  stood,  impatient  of  its  shadows,  of  its  gloom, 

Of  its  echoing  silences. 

T  must  dispel  these  shadows,  this  gloom!"  you  cried, 
T  must  light  the  tapers,  lay  the  board, 
And  bring  green  boughs  to  hang  upon  the  beams!" 

When  all  was  transformed  and  your  fancy  pleased, 
You  hurried  to  the  door,  and  with  some  rusty  sword 
You  struck  a  mighty  blow  upon  the  gong 
To  summon  the  fantom  guests  to  the  fantom  feast. 
But  when  you  waited  and  they  did  not  come, 
You  tired  and  slipped  away  into  the  night. 

The  tapers  smouldered,  the  green  boughs  died, 
The  wine  upon  the  board  grew  old  and  bitter, 
And  the  shadows,  the  gloom,  the  silences  came 

once  more. 
But  the  gong  you  had  struck, 
(The  very  heart  of  that  castle), 
Continued  to  sob  into  the  desolate  night, 
For  a  gong  thus  struck  can  never  be  silenced. 

Empty  echoing  halls. 

And  a  gong,  sobbing  from  the  stroke  of  a  rusty  sword. 


XXXII 


I  shall  tread  ever  so  lightly 

So  as  not  to  wound  the  little  wandering  flowers 

In  your  garden. 

I  shall  sing  ever  so  softly 

So  as  not  to  waken  the  little  sleeping  birds 

In  your  trees. 

And  I  shall  speak  ever  so  tenderly 

So  as  not  to  startle  the  little  timorous  fairy 

In  your  heart, 

If  you  will  but  open  the  secret  gate 
And  let  me  come  inside  .  .  . 


XXXIII 


My  heart  reaches  out  to  you 

Like  a  hand  reaching  in  the  dusk 

For  the  gate  of  a  strange  new  garden, 

Expectant,  yet  tremulously  afraid. 

Will  you  feel  the  touch  as  you  pass  by  me? 

Will  you  stop  to  turn? 

Will  you  let  me  open  the  gate  to  your  strange 
hidden  soul? 


XXXIV 


0  lovely  princess  in  rose  satin, 
Of  what  are  you  thinking? 

1  have  been  here  all  day  long 
Waiting  for  you  to  tell  me, 

But  you  do  not  even  know  of  my  presence. 
What  loveliness  can  you  have  captured 
Which  would  make  you  not  feel  the  touch — 
Not  hear  the  cry — 

Of  one  who  yearns  to  enter  the  hidden  world 
Of  your  dreaming  .  .  . 


XXXV 


A  lovely  question  was  asked  to-day 
By  one  who  hoped  for  a  lovely  answer, 
But  the  one  of  whom  it  was  asked  did  not 

even  hear, 
For  she  was  lost  in  a  new  dream. 

I  wonder,  will  this  same  question  be  asked  again 
to-morrow  .  .  . 


XXXVI 


My  love  is  a  wistful  thing, 

Like  arms  that  reach  toward  that  which  turns  aw 
Yet  fall  at  its  return; 

Like  a  song  unheard  that  freely  lifts  its  wings 
Yet  sinks  to  sudden  silence  at  a  word  .  .  . 


XXXVII 


Faith  is  all  they  need  to  make  them  grow — 

The  little  flowers  that  bloom  in  your  garden — 

The  little  flowers  that  lift  tremulously  toward  the  light. 

God  set  them  one  day  within  your  garden  and  said 
to  you: 

(Do  you  not  remember  God  saying  to  you) 
'Having  fashioned  these  flowers  according  to  the  plan, 
Endowing  them  with  beauty, 
Bidding  them  live  but  to  give, 
I  brine  them  now  to  vou 
That  your  faith  may  help  them  to  grow — 
Help  them  to  reach  the  light — 
(Faith  is  but  the  memory  of  light) 
For  at  night  sometimes 
^~hen  the  dew  lies  heavy  upon  their  hearts 
And  their  stems  bend  low  under  its  weight, 
They  are  apt  to  forget, 

And  your  faith  will  help  them  to  remember  .  .  .  " 

Faith  is  all  they  need  to  make  them  grow — 
The  little  flowers  that  bloom  in  your  garden — 
Faith  is  all  they  need  to  make  them  remember, 
And  lift  their  faces  gratefully  toward  the  light. 


XXXVIII 


I  stop  you  on  your  way  past  my  gate 

To  tell  you  of  garden  happenings: 

Of  the  new  buds  I  found,  just  since  yesterday; 

Of  the  bit  of  feathered  song,  caught  in  the  hedge: 

Of  the  joy  that  hums  in  the  grass 

Like  the  remembrance  of  whispered  laughter. 

But  in  a  moment  you  say  to  me, 

(Half  impatient,  half  wistful), 
"Is  that  all  you  have  to  tell  me? 

Is  there  not  something  more?"' 

Then  I  lower  my  eyes,  answering  softly, 
"0  yes,  there  is  more! 

As  much  more  as  a  great  shining  sea  is  more  than 
a  few  drops  of  itself 

In  a  crystal  cup. 

But  when  I  try  to  put  it  into  words 
As  I  so  often  do, 

It  rises  like  so  many  free  white  birds, 
Seeking  a  freer  way, 

And  I'm  left  with  only  garden  things  to  say  ..." 


XXXIX 


I  am  outside  planting  in  the  garden, 

You  inside  making  music 

Like  great  ropes  of  lustrous  pearls. 

Suddenly,  music  and  April  and  joy  are  too  much 

And  I  run  to  the  open  window,  calling  impatiently. 

I  see  your  eyes  soften,  laugh  into  mine, 

Saying  things  you  dare  not  put  in  words 

For  fear  of  breaking  the  ropes  of  pearls. 

But  I  have  given  what  my  heart  could  not  hold, 

And  I  have  received  an  answer, 

All  I  need  to  make  me  peaceful  again, 

All  I  need  to  send  me  back  to  the  rich  brown  earth 

To  drop  in  the  tiny  seeds  .  .  . 


XL 


It  is  sweeter  that  you  should  go  with  me 
Along  this  path  which  I  have  chosen  to  follow, 
For  you  could  lend  your  laughter  to  my  song, 
Making  it  easier  singing. 

But  it  must  be  that  I  should  go  alone 
Upon  my  search  for  the  glorious  new  dawn, 
For  many  are  the  days  I  must  travel 
And  deep  the  pain  I  must  feel 
Before  I  can  slip  into  the  Silver  Sea. 

0  it  is  sweeter  that  you  should  go  with  me 
Along  this  path  which  I  have  chosen  to  follow, 
But  it  must  be  that  I  should  go  alone 
Upon  my  search  for  the  Ineffable  Dawn  .  .  . 
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